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made  Lothair's  heart  beat   so  tunaultuoiisly  that for  a
moment he thought he shonld be overpowered.

* I never heard anything so fine in my life/ said Lot hair
to the French philosopher.

4 Ah ! if you had heard that woman sing the Marseillaise,
as I did once, to three thousand people, then yon would
enow what was fine. Not one of us who would not have
died on the spot for her! *

The concert was over. The Princess of Tivoli had risen
to say farewell. She stood apart with Theodora, holding
both her hands, and speaking with earnestness. Then she
pressed her lips to Theodora's forehead and said, ' Adieu,
my best beloved ; the spring will return.'

The Princess had disappeared, and Madame Phoebus
came up to say good night to her hostess.

' It is such a delicious night/ said Theodora, * that 1
nave ordered our strawberries and cream on the terrace,
You must not go.'

And so she invited them all to the terrace. There was
not a breath of air, the garden was flooded with moonlight
in which the fountain glittered, and the atmosphere was as
sweet as it was warm.

ll think the moon will melt the ice to-night,' said Theo-
dora as she led Madame Phoebus to a table covered with
that innocent refreshment in many forms, and pyramids of
strawberries, and gentle drinks which the fancy of America
could alone devise.

* I wonder we did not pass the whole evening on  tlio
terrace,' said Lothair

1 One must sing in a room,' said Euphrosyne, * or tl>e
nightingales would eclipse us.'

Lothair looked quickly at the speaker, and caught t&e
glance of a peculiar countenance : mockery blended with
Ionian splendour.

* I think strawberries and cream the most popular of all